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BROTZMANN AT IMF 85 a 

TWO MORE dates have been finalised for the Improvised Music Festival 85 at 
the Purcell Room on September 12 & 13. The first date features Peter Urpeth & 
Jon Impett/Phil Wachsmann & Fred Van Hove/Coherents; the second has a 
| line-up of Overflow/Howard Riley & Elton Dean/Han Bennink, Peter Brotzmann 


MINE’S A BENTLEY 

MONDAY NIGHTS from 12 August will be jazz 
night at Bentleys Wine Bar, 11 Swallow Street 
W1 (underneath the oyster bar). Details of 
future gigs from Tim Morris on 363 7730. 


GAIL FORCE 

SAXOPHONIST GAIL Thompson is 
presenting a cross-section of her music at 
London’s Purcell Room on 11 September. 
This is part of the Purcell's Alternative Festival 
and half the proceeds will go to the Help a 
London Child charity. 


CLUB DATES 

CORNER HOUSE, HEATON, NEWCASTLE: 
Tommy Chase Quartet (17), Clark Tracey 
Quintet (24). 

THEATR CLWYD, MOLD: New Orleans Mardi 
Gras (II). Dave Saul Quartet (25). 

MAES MANOR HOTEL, BLACKWOOD: Bud 
Shank & Jiggs Whigham with Tony Lee Trio 
(16). 

GIBBS’, CARDIFF: Don Weller Quartet (19, 
20) 

BAND ON THE WALL, MANCHESTER: Steve 
Lacy/Natural Music (5), Blues & Roots (12), 
Tommy Chase Quartet (18), Clark Tracey 
Quintet (25). 

PURCELL ROOMS: Guest Stars (2), Ova (6). 
QUEEN ELIZABETH HALL: Gl Brass 
International (20), Jelly Roll Morton Centenary 
Concert (21). 

GRAPES INN, TRIPPET LANE, SHEFFIELD: 
Steve Lacy/Natural Music (8), Charlie Collins/ 
Neil Carver/Martin Archer/Peter Infant (22), 
Overflow (29). 

WALMER CASTLE, PECKHAM: Bill Le Sage/ 
Duncan Lamont (1), Art Themen & Big Chief 
(13), Gail Thompson Trio (21), Cayenne (22), 
Georgie Fame (26) (plus jazz every Thursday 
with DJ Phil Ellis). 

STRATHALLAN HOTEL, BIRMINGHAM: Bud 
Shank/Jiggs Whigham & Tony Lee Trio (15), 
Loose Tubes (22), Stan Tracey's Hexad (29). 



D.H. WESTBROOK - ON LAWRENCE’S BIRTHDAY* 

WESTBROOK MUSIC Theatre in collaboration with Foco Novo will be touring a new show called 
The Ass this autumn - based on a D.H. Lawrence poem, with music by Kate and Mike Westbrook, 
the show features the composers with Trevor Allen, Lucie Skeaping, and Peter Whyman. 

It opens in Nottingham at the Co-Op Arts Theatre, Hockley on 18 September - during the 
Lawrence Centenary Festival. After playing there until the 20th, the production then goes on tour 
and includes the following dates: Wells Centre, Norfolk (21/22), Wilde Theatre, Bracknell (2627), 
Wolsey Theatre, Ipswich (7/8 October), Salisbury Arts Centre (10/11), Queen Mary College, 
Basingstoke (12), Old Town Hall, Hemel Hempstead (14/15), Old Fire Station, Oxford (17-19), 
Riverside Studios, Hammersmith (10-17 Nov). 

The Westbrooks are also appearing with Chris Biscoe at Aylsham (28 Sept) and Gainsborough 
Arts Centre (29 Sept). The following week they join forces with French trio Levallet/Marias/Pifarely 
for the first performances of a new work at the Festival of Marne-La-Valle, near Paris. 












COULD YOU BE ON 1HE VERGE 
OF MAKING AN impulse! PURCHASE? 

THE GREAT KAI & J.J. — BRAND NEW, SWINGING 
TOGETHER AGAIN • THE GIL EVANS 
ORCHESTRA - OUT OF THE COOL • THE 
JOHN COLTRANE QUARTET-AFRICA/BRASS • 
QUINCY JONES & HIS ORCHESTRA - THE 
QUINTESSENCE • MAX ROACH — IT’S TIME 

• DUKE ELLINGTON MEETS COLEMAN 
HAWKINS*COLEMAN HAWKINS -DESFINADO 

• MINGUS — THE BLACK SAINT & THE 
SINNER LADY • JOHN COLTRANE - IMPRES¬ 
SIONS • MINGUS—MINGUS MINGUS MINGUS 
MINGUS • JOHN COLTRANE — A LOVE 
SUPREME • ARCHIE SHEPP — FIRE MUSIC • 
EARL HINES — ONCE UPON A TIME • 
PHAROAH SANDERS — TAUHID • DIZZY 
GILLESPIE — SWING LOW, SWEET CADILLAC 

• ALBERT AYLER — IN GREENWICH 
VILLAGE • THE AHMAD JAMAL TRIO - THE 
AWAKENING*PHAROAH SANDERS-THEM- 
Bl • PHAROAH SANDERS — BLACK UNITY • 
GATO BARBIERI — VIVA EMILIANO ZAPATA • 


TWENTY CLASSIC IMPULSE ALBUMS AVAILABLE IN A 
STRICTLY LIMITED EDITION • THE ORIGINAL RECORDINGS 
• THE ORIGINAL PACKAGING • DIRECT METAL MASTERING • 


impulse! the new wave of jazz is on impulse! 

MCA RECORDS 

72/74 Brewer Street, London W1R 3PH 





A BIRTHDAY 

FOR THE BASS MAN 

Peter Ind’s Bass Clef elub is one year old. 
RICHARD COOK met the proud father. 


P ETER IND looks rather like a benign 
Neptune: long grey waves, eyes with a 
perpetual twinkle. We remember him 
as the cool bassist with Marsh and Konitz and 
Mosca, a pivotal figure in a small circle; but 

behind London’s Bass Clef, the thriving jazz 
anniversary. 

so many of my contemporaries being bitter or 
resigned because things are so different now. 
I’ve still got a hell of a lot of energy and I was 
constantly looking about me to see what I 
could do with my life. I didn’t have any 
long-term plan, but when I lived in New York 
there was a lot of talk in my circle of musicians 
about getting a club together there. It never 
happened, but the idea stuck with me." 

Ten years ago, Ind put a studio in his house 
in Twickenham. 

"And there were plenty of complaints from 
the neighbours! It got to the point where I had 
to move. A friend told me about this building in 


Hoxton Square and I looked at it and knew 
instinctively that it would be the one.” 

thought some more about a club. Then an 
ex-student of his on bass, Wink Fisher, joined 

September they opened the club. 

something else. We’ve got to push ancfpush 
until everyone knows about Bass Clef and 
knows that it’s here to stay. 

There's a lot of music happening and no room 

ourselves out of our existing market. I’d like to 
go upmarket in terms of decor and service but 
we want to keep prices as low as possible. 
Part of my philosophy is that greed prevents 

freshness that makes the Clef buzz on a good 
night. After years of writing, playing and 


painting, Ind has turned his hand to business 
and found he can make pragmatic concepts 

of course, he continues to play himself. 

“I think my playing’s improved. I play with 
more authority now. It's given me another 
sense of responsibility about music -1 really 

“More and more exciting music. The 
premises as they are - Richard, they’ve got so 
much potential! The idea really is to put 
together a music complex. I was suspicious of 

this idea of earmarking a bunch of public 
money and making it happen, it seemed a 
false way of going about it. I thought, I bet it 
works out that I beat them to it. And it’s come 
about! We’ve got a jazz centre now, without 
hand-outs from the Arts Council and the GLC. 
We've got something happening here.” 

(See the news pages for more details of this 
month's programme.) 


THE LANGUAGE OF SAX 

Do Urban Sax speak English? We sent 
ANDY HAMILTON to find out. 
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Slim Gaillard — who else? 

mike zweriim- orooimi 

does a flat foot floogie, 


starts his cement mixer, 
goes (that’s enough). And 
he -talks to Slim as welI. 


ETEN REFERRED to as a living 
legend, Slim Gaillard is a lanky 68 

beard and a gleam in the eye that makes you 
wonder how many of his stories are a bit tall. 
You might be sceptical when he says: “I 

dispute his claim to 9 be father of the Voutie 
language, which sounds like this: “Voutie 
oroony macvoosy of-fissimo," and can mean 
pretty much whatever you like. And for sure he 
wrote songs called “Flat Foot Floogie” (“with a 
floy floy”) and “Cement Mixer” (“put-ti put-ti”). 

The following claim turns out not to be true: 
“There are four pages about me in On The 
Road.” In fact there are only two pages, but 
two pages in Jack Kerouac’s Beatnik classic is 

we went to see Slim Gaillard in a little Frisco 
nightclub. Slim Gaillard is a tall slim Negro 
with big sad eyes who’s always saying 'Right- 
orooni’, or How ’bout a little bourbon-orooni?’ 
In Frisco, great eager crowds of young semi¬ 
intellectuals sat at his feet and listened to him 
on the piano, guitar and bongo drums... Now 
Dean approached him, he approached his 
God; he thought Slim was God.” 

This is a fact, he has it on tape: years ago 
when Gaillard was a guest on Bob Hope's 
popular radio show, Hope asked his other 
guest, Marlene Dietrich: “What do you think of 
Slim Gaillard?" She answered: "Vout." We 
may have to take his word for it that “Ronald 

when I was working at Billy Berg’s in 
Hollywood, and even Ronald Reagan was 

There is hard evidence that Gaillard once 
led a band called Henry Sausage and His 
Pork Chops (“we fry, man”), and the sheet- 
music to “Flat Foot Floogie” went down in the 
1939 New York World's Fair time capsule, 


along with “Rhapsody in Blue” and “The Stars 
and Stripes Forever". 

“Flat Foot Floogie” and “Cement Mixer" 
became enormous novelty hits in the late 30s, 
when Gaillard teamed up with the bassist 
Slam Stewart as Slim and Slam. In the 
mid-40s he cut versions of the same tunes 
with Jack McVea, Charlie Parker and Dizzy 
Gillespie; historic dates that included some 
rare rapping by Bird on a tune called “Slim’s 
Jam”. The following conversation takes place 

Slim: "Here’s Jack McVouty and his tenor 
saxophone ... say, you better bring me a 
double order of Reety Vootie with a little hot 
sauce ... well, look, here’s Charlie Yardbird- 

Bird: “How’s it goin’, Jim?" 

Slim: “Everythin’s mellow. Cat got his horn 

Slim: “Haven’t got a reed? Well, McVoutie’s 
got a reed he can trim down a little. We in 
A-flat. You got it.” 

These tracks were out of the catalogue until 
Gaillard reissued them in London last 
November, on an album entitled: The Roots of 

a year ago and I’m still there". He flies a lot 
between publishing companies in London and 

Washington, and real estate near Miami. 

London when the pilot announced that 
everything was fine at 37,000 feet, except that 
due to a malfunctioning electrical system there 
would be no water on the flight. 

“I was a bomber pilot during World War II 
and I’d studied hydraulic systems and 


electrical systems so I asked the stewardess if 
I could help. She brought the engineer down, 
we talked for awhile and then I went back up 
into the cockpit with him. I told him The 
problem can’t be electrical because you’ve 
got steam coming out of the faucets but no 
water.’ We looked at the schematic drawing, 
and I said: ‘Here’s your first valve up here, 
you’ve got it closed, open that up. Go back to 
the trailing end of the plane and shut those last 
two off. Now push all the breakers so 
everything is open up front. Wait about five 
minutes and then open up those last two 

and fast.’ He did it and... vout! Here come 

Gaillard learned how airplanes worked 
during his training at Sheppard Field, Texas: “I 
practised taking engines apart and putting 
them back together again day after day using 
minimum tools and minimum light.” 

Minimum tools and light were nothing new 
for someone who worked for Al Capone and 

speakeasies, way before bebop. Way way far 
far far before - many many many far before 
bebop. Al Capone loved musicians. Maybe 
some of his other activities were undesirable, 
but he was always nice to me. I worked for 
Tony Bender in New York, a little fella, he was 
Murder Incorporated. Mickey Cohen always 
had two dwarfs with guns with him. One night I 

guys walked in with machine guns, they were 
after somebody, they shot up the place. Man, 

guys had to check their guns at the door. Kid 
took care of them and polished them up, his 
name was John Dillinger." 

MOVING TO NEW YORK, Gaillard hung out 
in the Brill Building on Broadway, where all the 
agents and impresarios had offices. He heard 
that they were looking for professional 
amateurs. Amateur shows were big in the 30s 
and 40s, in theatres all over the country and 
on prime-time radio. He went and passed an 
audition: “Theatres had amateur nights, like, 
once a week. The MC would say, ‘Here they 
come, all the hopefuls.’ We may have been 
hopeful but we. weren’t amateurs. 

“They paid §16 a show. I did one of those 
with Frank Sinatra. I got $16, he got $16. 

Every time I see him I say: ‘Got a raise yet, 

next week I’d play the guitar, two weeks later 
some boogie woogie piano. They’d change 
your name, I was called Bobo once. They’d 
time you, make sure you had your act down. 

Of course you had to be a little bit bad in spots, 
not too bad but kinda sorta. If you were too 
good you’d lose the amateur image they were 




































■WOMAD FESTIVAL 
Mersea, Essex: 19-21 July 

WOMAD, WHERE the world’s musicians, 
artists and dancers arrive to check each other 

skin”? Be nice. Nothing so concrete emerged. 
Any attempts at synthesising such still founder 
on confusing jumpcuts and cultural 
contradictions. And having to bip like a mad 
thing between the three far-flung stages. Acts 
were simultaneous: these, in purely personal 

Two Chinese brothers, Guo Yi and Guo 
Yue, are wonderfully astonished at their new 
popularity, for exploration and exposition of 
Chinese Folk Music on flute and sheng (a mini 
pipe-organ, blown): forlorn bending pentatonic 
wails, mimetic virtuosity. 

Four doll-like girls kneel and sway to the 
mesmeric rustle of S.W. Indian temple 
percussion, with candles on jars on trays on 
mats on the tops of their heads, with knife 
blades between their teeth. And quite blank 

performance is devastatingly skilled, but it’s a 
skill that begins to look a little too like studied 
self-humiliation - a sacred cousin to belly 
dancing. If you happen to have seen it back to 
back with the feminist glide of The Guest 
Stars’ openfaced jazzrock. Dazzlement was 
less tempered by doubt watching Alpana 

interpretations of the Kathak style of Indian 
classical dance with a noticeable hint of a pert 
and personal teenage angle: grace and 
amused poise, nonce-word pyrotechnics, in a 
drift of melting sitar and brokenback tabla. 

For the rest, down to Mother Africa and her 
scattered children. Two ex-pat outfits in this 
country delivered lack-lustre sets, surprisingly. 
From Zaire via East Africa, Mose Fan Fan’s 
Somo Somo seemed diffuse; the bright 
guitars of soukous sparkle toughest when 
tightest. And Dade Krama, whose working out 
of ancestral music veers close to Improvised 
Music - probably because a lot of it is! - 
seemed to have muted their customary 
thunder. But Charlie Asaah Papa's Graffi 
Jazz, from Cameroun through Bristol, caught 
some of the most darkly gnarled street-funk 
into their African shape, set it alight: as if his 
young white rhythm boys, weaned on Graham 
Central Station and The Ohio Players, 
whatever, had somehow reversed the 
parentage lines of Afro-Soul. 

Lesotho’s Sanko (Sankomoto as was) shot 
heavy silk close harmony with a fatshape 
dancebeat. At first ear lightweight, it draws 
itself up into tense menace (echoes of War, 
maybe, since we’ve set ourselves the task of 


racial and sexual convulsions. The warmth 
that most African performers put across 
seems to be a reflection of that continent’s 
boundless optimism in spite of all. 

Bagamoyo College of Arts gave us 

hampered by serene disregard for mike 
placings and the like - wryly funny, chilling, 
exuberant, a sedate tangle of xylophones and 
thumb pianos, the sonic rip of multiple hand- 
drums, and the girls ululating to steel their 
nerves. But on the whole, the best things were 
cross-cultural, somehow. As if the 
contradictions can strike sparks. So tidiest to 
end with the Tarab Choir, a relaxed string 
orchestra playing a music close as close to 
Indian Playback (and singers who might have 
studied under the Mangeshkars). Except that, 
as Africans, they treat “western” dance 
rhythms with less studied stiffness than 
Indians (who after all see a foursquare beat as 
attractively chic, exotically strange). “We will 
play well for you. With the sea and the sun, 
this place is like Zanzibar." It can’t be. But 
they did. 


■ MORE THAN any other festival I can think of 
you can really expect the unexpected at 
WOMAD. None but the most diligent of rock/ 
ethnic/Afro/jazz fans could have heard of 
more than three-quarters of the bill. 

Nusrat Fateh Ali Kahn plays Qawwali, the 
devotional music of Sufi Muslims. One tabla, 
two harmoniums and a chorus of eight singers 
backed his powerful performance. His 
extraordinary voice and what I took to be vocal 
improvisations, were in the spirit of Sarah 
Vaughan and Otis Redding at their best- 

The best-received act I saw was the one I’d 
really gone all the way to offshore Thames to 
see - Shankar, Garbarek, Gurtu & 
Vasconcelos. They were an interminable time 
setting up and faced a tent full of increasingly 
impatient people most of whom, I’d guess, 

intrigued by the cultural combinations. By the 
end of the first number we were all captivated. 
Vasconcelos silenced us with a cymbal crash 
then programmed his drum machine and 
started in on his conga. He and Gurtu had us 
rocking as Garbarek and Shankar played an 
enchanting melody on soprano sax and 
double violin. Garbarek took off on a typical 
solo in his pure, expressive style against the 
violin’s drone. Then Shankar made a dervish 
dance of a solo, the sax providing a 
sympathetic weft. 

So it went on, a music of beauty and 
complexity, dense yet simple. A listening 



inventing influences to describe sound). 

Even the big African stars seem happy to 
cop occasional attitudes from out-of-continent 
models. Thomas Mapfumo and the Blacks 
Unlimited once based their Zimbabwean 
rebel guitar sound on the trickle of the mbira 

Mapfumo seems set to relax into stardom and 
statesmanship along a path Bob Marley cut. 
His confidence is a world he suddenly knows 
is his. Tabu Ley Rochereau has already won 
his world, in Zaire (a large and rich country, 
comparatively): his show was an impeccable 
celebration of the Sixties Soul Review, 
perhaps ... except that the music is soukous, 
not soul. Conservative, certainly, but so 
perfectly paced that you were swept along 
with the excitement, in spite of the rain. It 
doesn’t explode into the operatic firestorms 
that James Brown’s shows once did: but then 
Zaire isn’t at present a country torn apart by 


tones so complemented each other it was 
often hard to tell which instrument was playing 
which line; between the percussionists with 

even the drum machine; and between these 
two pairs. Highlight in a set of highlights was 
Nana left solo, scatting with the mike and 
slapping himself (some people thought this 
the signal to clap along), then joined by Gurtu 
for a marvellous duet of talking drum and 
tabla. After three encores the crowd still 
wanted more, a dazed biker leant over to me 

used to ask "Who was that masked man?” 

A word for General Public, one of the best 
live pop bands around. Their set was dynamic 
and entertaining with slick rhythm changes 

sral. Referred to as 

“our sax player” he vented his frustration by 


■ JAZZ AT THE MANOR 
Pendley Manor, Tring: 6&7 July 

WELL, I liked it. Friendly atmosphere, 

blows hot and cool on the breeze. There may 
be better ways of listening to jazz - of listening 
intently- but there are few better ways of 
whiling away a weekend. 

of events, so here are a few personal 
highlights. Jaki Byard opened and closed 
Saturday’s seven-hour International Piano 
Event with two solo sets of exquisite artistry. 

the sound he gets is almost luxurious, as if the 
piano enjoyed being played by him. A mock- 

and jaunty swagger, began his first stint, and 
he kept the humour going in the evening, 
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sprinkling witty asides through a set that took 

. 

and some "space music” on a dreamy swing 
through “Manhattan". The tumbling, racing 
phrases of “The Hollis Stomp” made a 
breathless finale. 

Saturday afternoon had come alive with a 
second piano treat. The McCoy Tyner Trio, 
late replacements for Art Blakey, stormed 
through a vibrant, hammer-fisted set that was 


no ragbag of egos - part of the joy of their set 
was to see the band digging each other’s 
music and plainly having a ball. 

Now, for next year, can I request The Strata 
East Reunion Band? Clifford Jordan, James 
Spaulding, Julian Priester, Charles Tolliver, 
Stanley Cowell, Reggie Workman, Ed 



propelled by the great Louis Hayes on drums 
and a young bassist, Avory Sharp, whose 
solos lived up to his name. Tyner played 
ferociously; a blur of fingers and fabulous 

---"— x_ lm the keyboards 


Sunday in the marquee brought a surfeit of 
riches: Pete King’s finespun alto, The Guest 
Stars jazzing up calypso on "Birds Of A 
Feather", Alterations' magpie wit, Dewey 

Liberated solos. My pick of the pack - of the 
Band, a stellar collection of US ex(and ex- 


sft to right - Kenny Drew, 
Jimmy Woode, Slide Hampton, Woody Shaw, 
Dizzy Reece, Billy Brooks, Nathan Davis and 
Johnny Griffin. Davis, main instigator of the 


■ Y’KNOW, I don’t care for festivals. They place 

of a preordained good time, stuck in some 
Godforsaken patch of countryside listening to 
long loops of workmanlike music. I mean, I 
could be at home listening to Chris Connor. Or 
Anton Webern. 


British Jazz Festivals of the Pendley kind - 



with music. Hardly anybody actually listens, 
for a start. A fair chunk of playing drifted 
through my ears in the course of two days - 
and will everybody please stop playing 
“Round Midnight" - and most of it did little 
more than meander amiably along, a 
soundtrack for sunbathers, the slurp of beer 
from plastic glasses and the whine of small 
children asking for Paiste cymbal badges. 

But, though it was small measure when set 
against the whole, there was some good, hard 
music played (and listened to). Most of it came 
on Sunday, especially in a particularly caustic 
set from Alterations. The neglect suffered by 
this group in their own land numbers among 


playing for twenty-five years; I daresay, as 
with Duke Ellington, fate doesn't want him to 
be too famous too young. 

They took off with a Kenny Clarke tribute, 
caught fire on Woody Shaw’s “Sweet Love Of 
Mine" and became incandescent on Reece's 
“The Burner”. Everyone took good solos, 
Shaw and Davis blew extra hot; but this was 


to our scene; and Toop, Day, Cusack and 
Beresford played as if they were set against 
the whole idea of a Festival. It was a dry 

instruments, concentrated themselves on 
silences and ignored the Festival penchant for 
with a kind of bitter fatigue. They got guts, 


LIVE WIRE 


Sunday starred Charlie Haden’s 
Liberation Music Orchestra, but this was a 
band without a collective identity or purpose. 
Perhaps they are more illustrative of global 
politics than Charlie intends: unity cracking 
under the pressure of self-serving soloists. 
They played the structures from The Ballad Of 
The Fallen, which dissolved into a string of 
flamboyant solos - quite exciting, trenchant, 
and short on any relevance to the context. 
Except, of course, that festival’ context of 
necessary excitement. I liked Dewey Redman, 
Craig Harris and the excellent Baikida Carroll 
for playing their strongest selves. Haden, 
under the doctor, did his best, and organised a 
brassy but finally rather pointless music. 

Richard Cook 


■THE JVC NORTH SEA JAZZ 
FESTIVAL 

The Haig: 12/13/14 July 


THE 10TH North Sea Jazz Festival was 
people. People pushing, shoving, queueing; 
people arriving late, people leaving early. With 
jazz simultaneously in ten locations 
throughout the massive Congresgebouw 
complex, the impression was of a huge 
transitory audience, all trying to get a taste of 
the goodies on offer. North Sea is the ultimate 
jazz package - over 700 musicians squeezed 
into about 210 concerts over three days, and it 
all went without a hitch. The sound was well 
mixed and clear, the concerts almost always 
punctual and the daily menu of artists posed 
some agonising choices. 

Miles kicked things off on Friday, more 
stylised and hence better focused than in 
recent years. The addition of John Scofield 
and Bob Berg have made this a much more 

heavy-metal funk formula he has been 

modal vamps, but now trades more on his 
persona; ever since Sly Stone and Hendrix he 
has sought to be a cult figure in Black Music. 


st, expand their definition of jazz to 


concerto grosso he appeared with his current 
"Standards” trio with Gary Peacock and Jack 


hand. Confining his playing to long legato runs 
with his right hand - plus the usual extra¬ 
musical gymnastics and gargles - his solos 
assumed the hypnotic quality of a snake 
charmer with their absence of duality. 

From within the ranks of Shorty Rogers’ 
West Coast Giants emerged two surprises. 
First, a luminous rhythm section of Pete Jolly, 
Monty Budwig and Larry Bunker, who 
corporately played behind, on top of and in 
front of the beat in magnificent fashion; the 
second, the playing of Bud Shank. No record 
has come within a bus length of catching his 

and wit, everything he played meant. Unafraid 
to chance his arm at the limits of his not 
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unadventurous performance. But the solo 
work was a redeeming feature and, though it 
was a pity Baikida Carroll was not featured, 
most of the eleven-piece line-up were, 
including Steve Coleman on alto, John Purcell 
on tenor and especially trumpeter Olu Dara, 
who is obviously overdue for a trip to the U.K. 


Orleans-born trumpeter has not really earned 
his reputation yet, even though I love the idea 
of Wynton Marsalis and his brother playing all 
* L “ ->ic (actually, I enjoy it more that 


lack of development as (say) Chet Baker, his 


Blanchard and Donald Harrison were less fur 
than with Blakey. 

I have left out several other interesting or 
pleasant events such as the early evening 
one-hour piano recitals, among which Rolanc 
Hanna was impressive and George 


generations made one important point: 
broadly, and much as with Charles Ives, 
neither of the great innovators, Debussy or 
Boulez, have produced anything like a slavish 
school, or string of epigoni (there were, and 
are, Brahmsians aplenty, and even nowadays 
some watered-down Stockhausens, but few 
committed imitators of either Debussy or 

and arguably less conscious.) 

The connections between Debussy’s 
youthful melodies and the work of his young 
descendants was one of spirit and 

technique. Similarly, the identifying mark of 
IRC AM schooling is not a housestyle but a 
properties of sound; as Luciano Berio has 
Bayreuth. 

The obsession with sound may be the 
single greatest Debussy legacy, filtered down 

with sound for its 


omitted things I didn’t attend, including the two 
out-of-town weekends at Waterloo Village and 
Saratoga Arts Centre, both of which 
apparently h. 

cruise, Dr Jc 
what looked like a very promising jam-session 
celebrating the 50th year of music at the 
Village Vanguard ... but then you can’t be 
everywhere at once. Whether anyone will be 
coming to New York this time next year is 
open to question, since George Wein’s 
relationship with Kool cigare“ - • 



that New Yorkers will start complaining about 
him all over again. 

Brian Priestley 

ALMEIDA FESTIVAL 1985 
Almeida Theatre, Islington 
L’ltineraire: Pierre Boulez at 60, 
Debussy and the New Futurists - 
21/2 June. 

“IF MODERN music may be said to have had 

. —- hg,” Pai ‘ 

’Pr6lude a “L’apres-midi i 


At the same time, Debussy focused me 
intensely than anyone since Bach (Liszt 
excepted) on the properties of the piano. 
Michael Levinas, a keyboard pupil of Olivier 
Messiaen and his wife Yvonne Loriod, has 
taken up this concern. Alone among 

reverberations, which gives the impression of 
evolving inside a space”, the frame of the 
instrument sets up opposing resonances and 
sonorities, an effect known, if only intuitively, 
by the best pianists and the source of 
remarkable, unqualifiable effects that have 
deep significance for composition and 
orchestration. Levinas sees such possibilities 
as far afield as Beethoven’s ‘Pastoral’ 


“Concerto pour un piano espace" - an 
extraordinary work, both physical and highly 
cerebral, which incorporal 


this year’s Almeida Festival, At the Tomb of 
Charles Ives, it seemed perfectly appropriate 
to turn back a half-generation and to Europe to 
the work of a quieter iconoclast who, 
nonetheless, lent a direction to much of 


on of traditional and electro-acousl 
f range of capability is 
il and right through the repertoire 


precocious “Three Unpublished Melodies" 
from the 1880s (not written "between 1850 
gs the pr0 g ramme claimed; for the 


youthfully gifted contemporary composers like 
Michael Levinas, Costyn Miereanu, and the 27 
year old Suzanne Giraud, an alumna of Pierre 


coincidence of three French mi 


modern music, no longer in merely choral 
colouration but in its special, individual 
properties. Luciano Berio has spent much 

Italian operatic singing. At IRCAM, voice h 


The Groupe Vocal de Fran 


mixed programme of material, ranging once 
again from Debussy to less familiar vocal 
territory colonised by Xenakis, Giacinto Scelsi, 
Denis Levaillant and Marc Bleuse 
The twelve-strong group work from a huge 
repertoire with no sign of stylistic strain. 

*nd syncretism no longer seem 


:h, with the experiments of Debussy, 
id Boulez behind them, no longe 
to imported styles. 


Hommage a Claude Vivier: June 
27, July 1,5,6. 

CLAUDE VIVIER was born in Montreal in 


two nights indicated was the gap between 
status and understanding. Though generally 
better kept and more frequently visited, 
Debussy’s tomb could happily suffer a spot of 


VOICE - BY virtue of its very obvious 
physicality and almost incredible flexib 


much of his work—lik. 
attempt to grasp, analyse and communicate in 
a non-ideological way the emotional and 
philosophical moods of the Catholic liturgy. 

philosophies and musics (by now an 
obligatory component in a composer’s 
curriculum vitae, but rarely better digested), 
developed while touring the Far East in 1976, 
only seven highly productive years before his 

Perhaps the highlight of this mini festival- 

and hear Vivier's only completed opera, 
Kopernikus: Ftituelde Mort, with its 
extraordinary duet between Mozart and the 
Queen of the Night. Other pieces included the 
"Wo Bist due Licht” for mezzo-soprano and 
strings, with tapes of Martin Luther King, 
sound recording of RFK’s assassination, 
speech in an invented language and a text 
describing torture, all based round a poem like 
Holderlin (sounds like a pretentious 
minestrone, but works wonderfully), and 
“Lonely Child” - an important Canadian 
• Broadcasting Corporation Commission that 
should colour a few BBC necks with 

In addition to the music, there was a small 
exhibition of photographic material at the 
nearby St Mary’s Neighbourhood Centre, 

who, by the frequency of ‘premiere’ tags, is 

Vivier’s music is powerful and compelling. 

Like so much of this year’s Almeida Festival, it 
points one crucially important message: that 
music need not be at the service of any 
system, that in itself it can communicate 
philosophy or belief at a different (not always 
higher) plane, that it need not follow received 
dramatic or stylistic forms, that, above all, it 
its in time and space, in and of itself, and at 
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CHARLES GARVIE Cakes 
another look at jazz on 
cartoon and jukebox 
movies. 


Prince Saxophone (Jazz) is discovered, 
musical warfare erupts between the two 
islands with Jazz sparking off hostilities by 
showering Symphony with a barrage of hot 
—‘">s. Symphony retaliates with a volley of the 


onslaught. The opponents finally stir up a 
violent storm in the Sea of Discord thus 
upsetting the escaping Ion 


MEANWHILE, DURING the formative years of 
the cartoon, the live-action musical short was 
also finding its feet. A recent showing of a 
three-hour programme of jazz shorts and 
soundies from the Thirties and Forties at the 
Scala in Kings Cross proved to be not only a 
feast of self-indulgence for trad music fans but 


on stage from three 


stock camera positions. Ci 
deadly and judging by the amount of people 
who decided that they just had to go to the 
toilet/leave early/purchase canned drinks/po| 
the ring-pulls/get on my nerves/fidget etc, I 
would conclude that everybody else thought 
so too. However, two films were awarded a 
spontaneous round of applause, both 
Paramount shorts produced by Zukor and 
directed by Fred Waller. Both were 
‘personalised’ portrayals, but other tha 
there were no other similarities. The first 
Cab Calloway's Hi De Ho (c 1933), 
and delicately contrived morsel of a 
conveyed Calloway's insane tinsel- 
Harlem sound beautifully. Bizarre 


The least popular film on the bill was a Dizzy 
Gillespie marathon Jiving In Be Bop (c 1948), 
an unending string of (good) acts 


pranced his way through “Zah Zu 
“Lady With A Fan” in staged Cotton C! 

.ausibility that wa 


Cab Calloway conducting in his usual frenzy in h 
a space one foot square. Completely tongue- | 
in-cheek but indisputably evocative of © 






COULD YOU BEONIK VDHSE 
OF MAKING AN impulse! PURCHASE? 

THE GREAT KAI & J.J. - BRAND NEW, SWINGING 
TOGETHER AGAIN • THE GIL EVANS 
ORCHESTRA - OUT OF THE COOL • THE 
JOHN COLTRANE QUARTET-AFRICA/BRASS • 
QUINCY JONES & HIS ORCHESTRA - THE 
QUINTESSENCE • MAX ROACH - IT’S TIME 

• DUKE ELLINGTON MEETS COLEMAN 
HAWKINS • COLEMAN HAWKINS — DESFINADO 

• MINGUS — THE BLACK SAINT & THE 
SINNER LADY • JOHN COLTRANE — IMPRES¬ 
SIONS • MINGUS —MINGUS MINGUS MINGUS 
MINGUS • JOHN COLTRANE — A LOVE 
SUPREME • ARCHIE SHEPP - FIRE MUSIC • 
EARL HINES — ONCE UPON A TIME • 
PHAROAH SANDERS — TAUHID • DIZZY 
GILLESPIE - SWING LOW, SWEET CADILLAC 

• ALBERT AYLER - IN GREENWICH 
VILLAGE • THE AHMAD JAMAL TRIO — THE 
AWAKENING*PHAROAH SANDERS—THEM- 
Bl • PHAROAH SANDERS - BLACK UNITY • 
GATO BARBIERI — VIVA EMILIANO ZAPATA • 


TWENTY CLASSIC IMPULSE ALBUMS AVAILABLE IN A 
STRICTLY LIMITED EDITION • THE ORIGINAL RECORDINGS 
• THE ORIGINAL PACKAGING • DIRECT METAL MASTERING • 


impulse! the new wave of jazz is on impulse! 

MCA RECORDS 


72/74 Brewer Street,London W1R 3PH 
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A black hole 
has been 
discovered 
in the 

constellatic 
of pop. His 
name is 
Boyd Riee — 
prankster 
and 

praetitione 
of a dark, 
dark noise. 


)y Bib a Kopf 


I DEAS," CAUTIONS Boyd Rice, 

Californian formulator of Non-sense, "are 
the most dangerous things in the world. 
)ne bad idea can ruin your whole life.” 
Dangerous or not, the idea Boyd Rice had is 
i good one, benevolent even, though not 
iveryone who has weathered the storm of a 
that way. For Rice- 


always fit in with your o\ 


es from the unlikely soi 


silhouetted against a blinding white light 
directed at the audience. His box triggers 
tapes, digital delays and sequencers with the 
~ 1 »ra effect of unleashing demons that rur 


only by rare intervals coming in the shape of 
crude throbs of rhythm. Rhythm out of such a 
dancing chaos of white/black dots might 
sound like some kind of relief. The opposite is 
true: caught up in the rockslide of sound, the 
arrival of order, however rudimentary, itself 
becomes a disruption to the flow, disturbing 


1.1 recall one of his 
en his hosts in 
Dusseldorf, the pun-loving electronic pop 
group Der Plan puzzled over his lack of 
enthusiasm for going out. “He would spend all 
day sitting in the kitchen," they recall, 
astonished. Rice, for his part, wondered why 
they kept trying to get him to go to the circus. A 

Five years on, Rice is back in Europe 
sharing a bill with the Berlin gr< 


The patterns are thereby dissolved as soon as 


any pointers as to how to cope here. He must 
rely on his own instincts, if he is going to 
respond at all to Non. The deafening volume, 
combined with the blinding white light, renders 
communication impossible. The blasting noise 
from the stage, the traditional point of 
transmission, is not giving out any helpful 


with yourself you don’t h_... 
what other people are doing. They ca 
all the silly fads and trends they want. It 
doesn't matter. It is their idea. It has to do with 

A Non performance signals the end of the 


NOT THAT Boyd Rii... .... 

of Van Nuys, San Diego and other Californian 
suburbs, he has the broad smile and open 
good looks of a beach boy. Though he claims 



about noise at all, thi 
done out of animosity or, 
aggressive, I was simply doing what 
interested me and if others were interested or 
affected by it, that’s fine. But if they allowed 
themselves to be tortured by it, that's their 
~ n problem, and further, it serves them right 


THE NOISE, NAUSEA AND 
NAUGHTINESS OF 


N 0 N 
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lay, about lack of financial n 
Humility is a nebulous quality - it often turns 
out to be just the ego’s last trap. Sometimes it 
backfires into religion. For example, and I 
might be alone here, I felt that the Old and 
New Dreams group of Dewey Redman, Don 
Cherry, Charlie Haden and Ed Blackwell was 
too often guilty of building a — L 


. _ m. Playing their own pieces 
lat group did not lack wit - unless when 
■ L - " as saving whales, children and 


required the presence of the composer to 


pull and out of the past tense. (Captain 
Beefheart: “The past sure is tense.”) 

I was glad that Ornette's music had entered 
its... what?... Fauvist? Pop Art??... most 
colourful phase. It was louder ("But that's the 
only way those guitars can be heard"), it v 
-ore playful than r ~ —' * u -Hgi 


3r, and the melodic 


let numbers as “Joy Of A Toy” 
nd “Humpty Dumpty”) but their purpose was 
iw group into the 


responsiveness to the methodology 
sharpened up, he fed them more complex 
snippets to extemporise around. “Like when 
you get a new car,” bassist Albert McDowell 
' '' me, “you got to drive it slowly to 



you hector Ornette or James Blood l . 
almost any Prime Timer for specifics. 
Ornette’s almost private interpretation of such 

ing of the micro-w' 
and “beat” and “ 
have a way of leaving the outsider n 
outside than ever. Having pursued this line of 
enquiry fairly persistently with a number of 
past and present Coleman alumni I' 


sheet music, Dewey Redman < 
just have to hold in yo 
Ornette might play it. 

Once the head of the r 


when explored more thoroughly. Or, more 
vaguely still, the player might choose to focus 
on what he considers the feeling of the 
melody. But melody, even unstated, is the key 
to harmolodic interplay. It informs a kind of 
free polyphony, where the counterpoint 
derives not from meticulous overlapping of 
different melodies but from multiples of 
fragments of the tune’s various aspects. From 
such shards and splinters the group builds its 


and experience. F< 
descriptions of Prime Time as a “jazz-fur 
group (see John Rockwell’s generally useful 
book All American Music) an " ' ‘ 


seem to call the shots me 
of an evening’s improvisi w 
Denardo now functions as Prime Time’s 

and this is one of my favourite facts in 
Ornetteology - Sid Bernstein, manager of pop 
songstress Laura Branigan and the fellow who 
brought the Beatles and the Bay City Rollers 

For years we have been promised new 
Prime Time albums, including a Fort Worth- 
recorded live “Skies of America” with the 
group restored to the performance. (This was 
the original intention but Union re; 


Prime Time come out of the picture 
particularly badly." Dancing In Your Head" 
and “Body Meta” have disappeared, along 
with the overly-ambitious record labels that 


THE SECOND hour of a live Prime Time set 
almost always features a long sequence of 
d solos by the band members. 


views this section of the set as a demystifying 
gesture, a way of saying "See, this stuff isn’t 
as boggling as it might first appear to be: such 
solos, each thoroughly comprehensible, 
surely, are the building blocks for the music 
you’ve heard up until now.” Unhappily, this is 
not quite the case because alone in the 
spotlight, the guys get into grandstanding and 
showbiz has been known to take over. 


Tales Of Captain Black, ar 


Ornette/John Snyder production make it c 
of the better introductions to harmolodics in 

So what’s left? There’s Of Human Feelings, 
issued in 1982 and in circulation as a bootleg 
since 1979 when it was recorded. Six years 
old, it is the most contemporary Prime Time 
LP. as of this writing. In that six-year gap 
Blood Ulmer and Ronald Shannon 



Johnson/Pastorius trail but there is r 
musicality too, from Philly soul to the influence 
of Hamza el Din’s oud playing. A problem - if 
one can call it a problem - is that given the 
nod to solo, Tacuma.-|-jf“ *- 

And so it goes. Denardo? Ornette’s sor 
moved into a zone all his own, drumwise. 
hard to grasp the notion that he has now t 
playing with his father for twenty years. 
Listening to the title track of The Empty 
Foxhole in a Munich radio station studio la: 
year he was philosophical about his debut as 
a drummer - at age ten. “I was just 
concentrating on trying to play the best that I 
“jld,” he shrugged. “That’s still what I try to 


• directly related to l 
of supply and demand he would have had a 

did not work, however. Depending on your 
age and experience, you will find this stance 




:er Musicians Of Joujouka be 
nultaneously issued in every CBS territory 
sre predictably met with a snort of derision, 
was once present when Ornette weighed 
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Denardo making a few interjections, 
career had been consistently stymied by 
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A new department 
for all Clarinet 
Flute and 
Saxophone players 


Choose from a large selection of instruments at the best discount prices, including: 

ARMSTRONG • BUFFET • GEMEINHARDT • MIYAZAWA • SANKYO 
SELMER PARIS • YAMAHA • YANAGISAWA 

An interesting range of secondhand saxophones is available, including: 

CONN 10M • KING SUPER 20 • BUESCHER • MARTIN 

Full after-sales service • Repairs by on-site craftsmen 


■ 


Phone Richard Wright 01-240 52Z5 

Paxman Musical Instruments Ltd. 116 Long Acre, London WC2E 9PA 
Open: Mon to Fri 9.00am-5.30pm Sat 10.00am-5.00pm 




AND ALL THAT 

The world of black music knows no bounds... 

STANLEY TURRENTINE * ANDRE CROUCH ★ RAY CHARLES * TOMMY 
CHASE ★ ART BLAKEY * STANLEY CLARKE * FELA KUTI * BOBBY 
BLAND ★ CHESS ★ HUBERT LAWS * TITO PUENTE ★ MARCUS MILLER 
★ CHARLIE PARKER ★ SECONDS OF PLEASURE ★ RON CARTER * 
SEGUN ADEWALE ★ MACHITO ★ MAHALIA JACKSON ★ BLACK LION ★ 
PAULINHO DA CASTA ★ PATRICE RUSHEN * THE LONDON COMMUNI¬ 
TY GOSPEL CHOIR * JEFF LORBER ★ MARK MURPHY * MILES DAVIS * 
GEORGE BENSON ★ RONNIE LAWS ★ RODNEY FRANKLIN ★ JEAN 
CARNE ★ GEORGE HOWARD * NINA SIMONE ★ RAY BARRETTO * 

B&S IS THE MUSIC FROM THE 
OTHER SIDE OF THE TRACKS 

Read our side of the story 
every fortnight 

FROM GOOD NEWSAGENTS EVERYWHERE 
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Coleman taught Haden - and Don Cherry and 
Billy Higgins - the basics of his revolutionary 
-1-.-j C; ^ough not on Coleman’s 


>ut at The Five Spot, and he is on 
classic Atlantic LPs which really did augur the 
shape of jazz to come. 

Haden’s bass plays an integral role on 

-rds; his style as finely-honed 



to the pioneering Coleman than Don Cherry's; 
certainly Coleman’s influence continues to be 
an essential factor in Haden’s music-making. 2 
Though he left the quartet in 1962, he rejoined 
Coleman in the mid-Sixties, appears on many 
of his subsequent releases, and still plays and 
practises with him whenever possible. 

“I play Ornette’s music," he has said, 
"because it is the only living music.’’ 3 He plays 
it with Coleman himself - notably on a fine duo 
LP Soapsuds, Soapsuds, from 1979 - and he 
plays it on recordings with Denny Zeitlin, 
Hampton Hawes, Pat Metheny; in particular 
he plays it with Old and New Dreams, a group 
of Coleman alumni (Haden, Don Cherry, Ed 
Blackwell, Dewey Redman), devoted keepers 
of the flame, who have played together 
sporadically since 1977. They are, as Haden 
asserts, a “great band”, but they’re a step 
back from the edge Ornette always seems to 
dance along; like Mingus Dynasty, they’re a 
band who mark time, exploring the 
possibilities of what has happened, not what 
W *Outside of his work with Coleman, Haden 
has involved himself in numerous projects. In 
the late Sixties, he played with the Jazz 

double-LP “Communications" series with 
Cecil Taylor, and later guesting on Carla 
Bley's Ecalator Over The Hill and Grachan 
Moncur Ill’s Echoes Of A Prayer. It was from 
the JCO that he drew many of the players for 
his first Liberation Music Orchestra LP in 
1969. Prompted in part, Haden has said, by 
America s involvement in the Vietnam war, the 
record features a thirteen-piece big band 
playing Carla Bley’s arrangements of 
Republican songs from the Spanish Civil War, 
mixed with contemporary pieces like Ornette 
Coleman’s “War Orphans” and Haden’s 
graceful “Song For Che”. An LP of incendiary 
solos and raucously exuberant ensemble 
blowing, it’s remarkable both for its brusque 
energy and, especially, its upfront political 
optimism; not only did the record close with an 
emotional version of “We Shall Overcome", 
Haden also wrote in his sleevenotes: “The 

better world; a world without war and killing, 
without racism, without poverty or exploitation; 
a world where men of all governments realise 
the importance of life and strive to protect 



not take kindly to Haden’s gesture: they 
cancelled a second concert by the group; then 
changed their minds; then arrested Haden 
and held him for several hours before the 
intervention of the American cultural attach^ 
secured his release. All mention of these 
incidents was censored from the Portuguese 
media, but a few reports leaked out and 
Haden quotes from Coda's account in the 
sleevenotes to his Closeness LP, where a 
tape recording of his dedication begins the 
track “For A Free Portugal". 

At one point in the Seventies, Haden had 

Music Orchestra LP based on freedom songs 
from Portugal and its African colonies, but the 
project never materialised. Not that there’s 
been any shortage of work by Haden in the 
last fifteen years: he was a regular member of 
the Keith Jarrett quartet, he played on Art 
Pepper’s “comeback” LP, Living Legend, 
recorded a series of duets for two A&M 
albums Closeness and The Golden Number, 
and renewed old friendships with pianists 
Hampton Hawes - on the lovely Artists House 
LP As Long As There’s Music -and Denny 
Zeitlin, on the Time Remembers One Time 
Once album. 

The latter, like most of Haden’s recent 
recordings, is on the German ECM label; other 
examples include the Leo Smith and Pat 
Metheny albums on which he guests, and the 
two trio LPs he’s made with Jan Garbarek and 
Egberto Gismonti. Both Old And New Dreams 
and the Liberation Music Orchestra are also 


poem’s cry of defiance - a valediction 
forbidding mourning. “ Know that I only die/lf 
you give up/For those who die in pombat/Live 
on in every compahero ." 

Haden tells me he’s working on a third 
Liberation Music Orchestra LP, one that will 
include songs from South Africa, Nicaragua, 
the American Indian movement, the Warsaw 
ghetto uprising. If there’s a danger of the 
format becoming stereotyped, of Haden being 
categorised as a magpie of radical folk songs, 
these are not criticisms to which he’s likely to 
pay much heed. The notion that politics and 



jazz,” he asserts, "is honesty, the pure 
honesty that’s communicated to the human 
beings who listen. ‘Political’ music is not the 
only music that can do that. I think every 
person who dedicates themself to an art form 
has a responsibility to communicate honest 
values, creative values, so that other people in 
turn can do that. This is what makes good 
human beings, people discovering their own 

Good human beings? We’re back with 
Haden’s “humanism" again and I’m getting a 

goodness, creativity and political awareness. 
Are you saying, I ask, that you can't be 
creative or a good person and, for example, 
support Ronald Reagan? 

“No, you can't. Anyone who supports 


Carla Bley, noting that their first LP had 
been on Impulse, once remarked that it was 
“most preposterous for any album called 
Liberation Music Orchestra to come out on a 
commercial label". 4 1 ask Haden why he’s 
never set up his own label. Is that kind of 
control not important for a politically- 

He demurs. “I think you’ll find that 
musicians who spend their time trying to take 
control over everything in the business never 
have time to write any music. I’ve been lucky 
to find, in ECM, a means of recording, 
packaging and selling my music in an honest 
way. The people connected with the label feel 
the same way I do as far as life, politics, is 

“I do think it'd be a contradiction to record 
an album that attacks oppression, racism and 
sexism on a label that has corporate ties to 
oppression, racism and sexism.” 


IT’S 1.30 a.m. and the hotel lounge is nearly 
deserted. The orchestra members have 
slipped away to bed, leaving a debris of dirty 
plates and coffee cups. Haden and I are still 


children, causing the death and starvation of 
children through his investments in 
dictatorship governments, cannot be a good 
human being. Do you think they can?" 

"Then why did you ask me that?" 

Er... I’m not sure. I guess I’m still not clear 
how you link creativity and political change. 



the sky, seeing the stars, and saying to 
yourself, the beauty and the brilliance that's in 
that sky is so much larger than I am but I 
should also have that brilliance inside me 
because I come from the same place those 
stars do. And if the brilliance that is in human 
beings was being utilised for the good of 
humanity instead of being spent on 
destruction and weapons, if it were used to 
improve the quality of life, to educate children 
in a creative spirit, then diseases like cancer 
would be wiped out overnight. That’s what I 

society would be. 

“Our society isn’t like that, but, hopefully, if 
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I EWISHAM THEATRF 

1 * CATFORD SE6. TEL 690 3431 6512- L* 


Monday 28th October at 8.00pm 

FREDDIE HUBBARD QUINTET 

BOBBY ENRIQUEZ BAND 

'The most sensational and spectacular 
pianist in Jazz’ 

Tickets £4.50 £6.00 & 17.00 


Tuesday 29th October at 8.00pm 

‘JAZZ SUMMIT' 

BARNEY KESSEL * HANK JONES 
BRIAN TORFE * BUTCH MILES 

Tickets £4.50 £5.50 & £6.50 
Wednesday 30th October at 8.00pm 

ALISON MOYET 

John Altman Jazz Orchestra plus 
BIRELI LAGRENE and the Dix Dizley Trio 
Tickets £6.50 £8.00 & £9.50 



Thursday 31st October at 8.00pm 

DAVE BRUBECK QUARTET 

Jerry Berghonzi, Chris Brubeck, Randy Jones 
Tickets £4.50 £6.00 & £7.00 
Sponsored by CITIBANK 

ARTBLAKEY 

AND THE JAZZ MESSENGERS 
plus the TONY KINSEY QUARTET 

Tickets £4.50 £6.00 & £7.00 
Sponsored by SUN LIFE 


Saturday 2nd November at 8.00pm 

TED HEATH BAND 

REUNION CONCERT 
Directed by DON LUSHER 
Tickets £4.50 £6.50 & £7.50 
Sponsored by the NEWS SHOPPER GROUP 


PAUL DAVIS QUARTET featuring ALAN RANDALL 
plus FREE lunchtime sessions 


Now booking on 01-690 3431 or 690 6512 
-Access and Visa cards welcome 



Two important jazz tours presented by 
the Contemporary Music Network in 
Autumn 1985 


Vienna Art Orchestra 

Voted No 1 European Big Band in 1982 by Jazz Forum , their 
recording “Suite for the Green 80s” was given the Prix Jazz 
Avantgarde 1983 of the Academie du Jazz in Paris. Coming to 
Britain for the first time on the Network they will play leader 
Mathias Riiegg’s haunting arrangement The Minimalism of Erik 
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SOUND-CHECK 


SHOCKABILLY 

Vietnam 

(Fundamental Music 08— 
023162) 

Recorded: Grog Kill & 

Pile Up All Architecture, 
Born On The Bayou, Tour 
USA & My Face, Iran Into 
Tulsa, Vietnam Flying, 
Paris, Georgia In A Jug, 
Lucifer Sam, Signed DC, 

Eugene Chadbourne (g, 
vcl); Mark Kramer (org, to, 
vcl, tapes); David Licht 
«d). 



TANIA MARIA 
Made In New York 
(Manhatten EJ 240321 1 ) 
Recorded: New York — 
1985 

Don’t Go; E Carnival; My 
Space; I Do, I Love You; 
Made In New York; 
Together; Forock; 
Walking In The Bain. 
Tania Maria fp, synth, 
vcls); Buddy Williams, 
Dave Week, Portinho (d); 





STEVE GROSSMAN 
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must have been between the Davis 
philosophy and Grossman's own instincts. He 
seems happiest with the bebop standards and 
while his readings are in no way slavish, 
neither do they sparkle. If it seems hard to 
snipe at a soloist for being short on reticence 
and then say that this album cries out for the 


Herbie Hancock (pi; Ron 
Carter (b); Tony Williams 


(b)-Bobby Hutch< 
(vib); James New 
Hancock; Carter; 


Blakey, Turrentine, Tyner and Tony Williams 
some of whose best work was done for Blue 
Note. But do the other new signings come up 
to the mark (the concert included Stanley 
Jordan, James Newton and saxists Lloyd, 
Wallace and Washington, but not George 
Russell, Dexter Gordon or Bobby McFerrir' r 
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both McBee and DeJohnette were given their 
first recording opportunities by McLean, as 
was Tony Williams). Taylor comes off well 
during his twelve-and-a-half minutes, which 

despite being listed as a two-part composition. 
Wallace, on the other hand, doesn't impress 
on this occasion with what sounds like merely 

his first Blue Note album. 

Charles Lloyd already has one under his 
belt and, on Vol. 4, seems to have settled into 
his old ways, changing only the sixties kaftan 
for a suit. His impersonation of Coltrane-with- 

influence of his sixties pianist (one Keith 
Jarrett) on Petrucciani. Talking of pianists, 
Stanley Jordan is only the latest in a long line 
of attempts to turn jazz guitar into an inferior 
substitute for jazz piano, and if you played 

sound thin indeed, i like the fact that he takes 
risks technically (i.e. allows himself occasional 
wrong notes, even on his studio album) but, as 
for conceptual risks, forget it. 

It's probably significant that few classic Blue 
Note albums were done in public. In fact, apart 
from a couple by Burrell and Silver and 
several Blakey sets, it's hard to think of any 
examples at all. Equally, it's hardly surprising 
that little of the “Finest since 1939” should 


have been recorded on February 22,1985. On 
the other hand, compared to most live concert 



STAN GETZ 
The Girl From 
Impanema/The Bossa 


(Verve S23 611-1,5LP 
set) 

Desafinado, Samba Dees 
Days, O Pa to. Samba 
Triste, One Mote Samba, 


E Luxe So, Data . 

Getz (ts); Charlie Byrd 
(g); Keter Betts (b); Gene 
Byrd (g, b); Buddy 

Deppenschmidt. Bill 
Reichenbach (d). 
Recorded: 1 3 February 
1962, Washington. 


Manba De Carnival, 
Balance No Samba, 
Melancolico, Entre 
Amigos, Chega De 


Samba De Uma Nota So, 
Dim Bom. 

Getz (ts), with big band 
arranged by Gary 
McFarland. 


Recorded: New York, 
27—8 August 1 962. 


Sambalero, So Banco 
Samba, Insensate*, O 
Morro Mao Tern Me*, 
Samba De Do as Notas, 
Menina Flor, Mania De 


Getz (ts); Luiz 


p); George Duvivier, 
Tommy Williams, Don 


9/27 February 1963. 


Machuchar Men 
Coracoa, DesafinatMo, 
Corcovado, So Banco 
Samba, O Grande Amor 


(b); Milton Ban 
Astrud Gilbert* 
Recorded: Nev 


You Do, Do; Samba De 
Sahra, Maracatu-Too, Eu 
E Moce, Corcovado, The 
Girl From Ipanema. 

Getz (ts); Steve Kuhn (p); 
Laurindo Almeida (g); 
George Duvivier (b); 

“ " y («*>;■- 


Machado 
Luiz Parg 
(perc). 


•lose So* 



lie’ is the main link 
inova, fusion, jazz- 
irded areas of swing, 
music's most 
adventurous and evolutionary impulses in 
favour of simple atmospherics. So the garish 
blitzkrieg of Corea’s electric Return to Forever 


ry. Getz’s records to a bossa nova 
beat, five of which are collected in this 
attractive and detailed set (Jazz Samba, Big 
Band Bossa Nova, Jazz Samba Encore, 


Creed Taylor- _ 

high priest of mood jazz - recorded these 
sides with a skilled ear for the right balance. 
The rhythm section has nothing to do but tick 


rather hasty Gary McFarland: some of the 
brassiness, amid the percussive exotica, 
reminds more of Kenton’s “Peanut Vendor” 
than anything, although McFarland’s own tune 
“Melancolico” is quite fetching. 

must have drifted from thousands of midnight 
apartments, twenty years ago. The first date, 


rather too glib, although the original 
“Desafinado” still glides entrancingly; the last, 
recorded after the whole fad had peaked, 
lacks any real tension (there are three new 
cuts from a Carnegie Hall show to entice the 
completist). But the fc 


'er get. 


York, 1 8/ 


Jiz Bonfa 


some Latin fire. But Taylor must have 
instructed them not to do anything rash. 
Although here and there the group starts 
cooking, the short track times and strict solo 
divisions keep everybody in check: everything 
paces out to a neat and well-tempered shuffle. 

Maria Toledo has been forgotten where 
Astrud Gilberto is still remembered, but 
Toledo was a far better singer: her rapt and 
perfectly controlled reading of the touching 


fantasy of a drowsy 
;m has seldom 
jazz-flavoured 


rhythmic sense fitted the bright twirl of the 


the R&B foghorn level - he sometimes gives 
one a good shove. By the end you can hear 
him getting a little bored: in things like "Menina 


underneath the light ching of guitars and lacy 


rhythm. In the Getz-Gilberto tracks, though, 
he sounds truly in love with the music. 

The solo in “So Danco Samba” 

and you can hear the music about to take off- 
until it winds up in three and a half minutes. “0 
Grande Amor”, despite its somnolent tempo, 
has him playing with an impassioned edge 
that transcends the workaday rhapsody. 
Because Getz has nearly always played the 
- me way, his huge catalogue has done him a 

-ou can spot favourite phrases 

ne and again. But listen to what 
Dne motif on this track - repeated 
• with a slow slackening of force 
'ding. 

It’s to Getz’s credit that he approached so 
much of this music so seriously (compare, for 
instance, Ike Quebec in his Soul Samba LP for 
Blue Note - breathy and enticing, but 
Quebec’s hardly fascinated by the material). 
Shorn of any pop status, the records still 
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CHECK 


muted exhilaration, so beginning the 
carnivalesque mood which ultimately leads 
out of the modernist maze. The grounded 
rhythms of “Mosambique" are followed by 
“Freedom Marching” which provides the 
bottom line - a referent to traditions and 
patterns of collectivity outside of the Euro¬ 
centric despair that numbs and nullifies. 

Whitehead’s gift lies in her ability to open 


carnivalesque and frivolous and its geniality 
and is ultimately healing. 


simple or straightforwardly perverse. B( 
70siconoclasm-of! 



Style". It 
booted ai 


LATIN 


SUE STEWARD tastes some 
recent merengues 

RUMOUR HAS it that merengues are edging 

remember them jumping out from the familiar 
circular rhythms of salsa records like hot 

Dominican Republic's national dance music 
would be allowed supremacy over Cuban 
salsa which has reigned for so long. It's such a 

But at this distance, I feel like the lasUn the 
line of Chinese whisperers, so - who knows? 
Having heard this recent record, El Jardinero 
(the gardener) by one top merengue singer/ 

some of the serious salsa musicians are 
feeling jumpy. 

And not just because of the rhythms. 
Vargas’ album comes like a breath of clean 

music. The Caribbean is such a fluid pond, 
linked by radio waves and communal rhythms 
and histories, and adventurers like Vargas 
(and from author [salsa] side of the sea, Willie 
Colon) have given up on purity, and gone for a 
melange sound. 

Vargas' merengues are big band, electric 
affairs - though with a bit of care you can still 
hear the original ingredients - either actually, 
in the harsh, rhythm splashes of the scraped 
guiro, or by allusion: like the peal of saxes 
which take over the darting accordion parts. 
Now those ingredients come entangled with 
synths, soft piano montunos on loan from 
Cuba, voices, horns and rhythms from nearby 
soca and calypso hide-outs, and even a steel 
band - pealed out on electric guitar in the 
opening title track. Jamaica isn't represented 
in this Caribbean scan. 


Vargas' voice is ridiculously versatile - from 
the highest falsetto he uses to boast about his 
flowers in “El Jardinero”, to the silly country- 
hoe-down-merengue commentary he uses to 
(surely) mimic McLaren's pathetic merengue 
rip-off on “Duck Rock". Elsewhere, when he's 
singing 'straight', he has that high, throaty 
tenor typical of the style that he's helped 
transform. There aren't any accordions on this 

perfectly, with crazy, raucous vocals 
distracting from them in places. This record is 
a collection, plenty of variety, with the 
emphasis, of course, on the modern 
merengue. It's become my summer obsession 
- thanks to Stan at Hitman Records for 

Representing the opposite pole, Merengues 
From The Dominican Republic is a collection 
of down-home, mainly acoustic music by trios 
and quartets, recorded in 1977 by Verna Gillis 
of Soundscape, New York. The enlightening 
sleeve notes by John Storm Roberts tell the 
background stories to this charming style of 
music. In spite of its traditional and decidedly 
rural feel, and maybe because of the 
erroneous assumption that urban = electric = 
exciting; rural = acoustic = folksy dull, this 
record might sound like a study record. Far 
from it. It is a hopping set of tunes, powered by 
some of the fastest and sharpest accordion 
playing outside of Cajun country. 

By 1977, modern life had encroached on 
the merengue: the electric current has only 
been applied here to a bass guitar on a few 
tracks, where it ambles lightly, oblivious to the 
darting accordion alongside. Gradually the 
bass replaced the African box-bass, the 
marimbula, still heard on some tracks and 
shown on the cover with Los Hermanos 
Martinez. The typical, jaunty 2/4 beat has not 
changed, and still powers Wilfrido Vargas' 
uptempo versions. Here, the accordions are 
harnessed to the hard hisses of the guiro, and 
the bubbly spasms of the double-headed 
tambora drum. Overhanging this is the harsh 
male voice, sometimes with his call-and- 
response partner in the wings, and their mood 
is decidedly melancholic, though most songs 
seem not to be tragic. “Desierio Arias" is an 
interesting exception: a tale about a folk hero, 

depending who ruled, who was ultimately 
assassinated in 1932. This track uniquely 
reverts to the pre-accordion days when 
merengue was a gentler, guitar band music. It 
is a lovely tribute to that era, the tumbling 
guitar chords anticipating the accordion craze 


Recorded: Los Angel 
March 9/10 1959. 
Tomorrow is the 
Question.', Tears fnsi 
Mind and Time, 
Compassion, Giggin’ 


PERHAPS EVEN now some of us have still 
not got used to the fact that jazz has quite a 
long history. There ought to be nothing very 
special about being asked to review this 
record for a second time, but I am rather taken 
aback by the fact that twenty-five years 
separate the two occasions. The above was 
Coleman's second LP and far more in tune 
with his aims and methods than the preceding 
Something Else!, though not up to the great 
Atlantic series which followed. It is 
interestingly programmed, with side one 
carrying six short pieces, all from the overnight 

introduction, and three longer performances 
on side two offering more sustained 
explorations of the possibilities which - the 
anticipations of Tristano's 1949 "Intuition" and 
“Digression" notwithstanding - Coleman had 
uncovered. 

As this music recedes into the past its 
affinities become more apparent and the links 
with bop are quite evident now (as they are on 
Something Else!). This is not just because of 
Coleman and Cherry's style of ensemble 
playing, which nobody else in free jazz has 
done so well since, but also because of the 
general shape of their phrases. The altoist's 
work on “Lorraine", however, is more 
personal in line and accent than anything on 
the earlier disc. On this second LP the 
partnership between Cherry and Coleman is 
more nearly equal than on Atlantic, where the 
latter's absolutely exceptional stature grew 
ever more apparent. Already, though, on 
"Tears Inside" - at five minutes exactly the 
longest of the side one tracks - we glimpse 
the great innovator's apparently inexhaustible 
vein of invention. Mitchell (who introduced 
Coleman to Contemporary Records), Heath 
and Manne achieved remarkable feats of 
empathy, to revive a then-modish word. Even 
so, Coleman has so thoroughly changed the 
way we hear jazz that younger listeners may 
wonder what all the fuss was about. They 
should not fail to hear this record, however. 


Just as the synthesiser and electric guitar 
have made Wilfrido Vargas' merengue into a 
sound that would probably have the old-timers 


ORNETTE COLEMAN 
Tomorrow Is The 

(Boplicity/Contemporary 
COP002) 

Recorded: Los Angeles — 
January 1 6 and February 
23 1959. 



Don Cherry (t); Coleman 
(as); Red Mitchell (b); 
Shelly Manne (d). 


ULRICH GUMPERT 
Erik Satie: Trots 
Sarabandes & Six 
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JAZZ & SWING 

THE RECORD CENTRE, 
45/46 LOVEDAY STREET, 
BIRMINGHAM B4 6NR 
Tel: 021 359 7399 

TUES THROUGH TO SAT 9.30am - 5.30pm 


EXTENSIVE STOCKS 
IMPORTS • BARGAINS • SECONDHANDS 


MAIL-ORDER A SPECIALITY 


Leeds City Council 
City of Leeds College of Music 
Cookridge Street, Leeds LS2 8BH 
Director: Joseph Stones, ARMCM 

FULL-TIME COURSES: 

Graduate Diploma in Light Music (3 years) 

Diploma in Music (3 years) 

Certificate in Musical 
Instrument Technology (2 years) 

Foundation Certificate (2-3 years) 

College facilities include library, audio-laboratory, recording 
studio and workshops. 

Prospectus and further details from the Director at the 
address above. 



Recent issues of CODA have featured Gerry Mulligan * 
Horace Silver * Leo Smith * Pepper Adams * Lol Cox 

and Cannonball Adderley * PLUS record and book 
reviews, world news and even a blues column. 


Send a pound note for a SAMPLE COPY to 



Keep up with 
jazz forum 


































































































SOUND 



The Only British Appearance Of Jazz Legend 

ORNETTE COLEMAN 

& Prime Time 

plus support 

WEDNESDAY OCTOBER 2nd. Doors open 7.30pm 

THE FORUM, HIGHGATE ROAD, KENTISH TOWN, LONDON N.W.5 

Tickets: £7 on the door 
£6 in Advance from 

Rhythm Records, Honest Jons, Rays Jazz, Mole Jazz 
or from Gemini Promotions, 72 Farm Lane, London SW6 
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DRUMMERS - 
WE LOVE’em. Word has it 
that venerated gentlemen of the sticks John 
Stevens and Tommy Chase were recently 
sighted in a chance collision inside Honest 
Jons record emporium. Very, er, tense, until 
the two buried the hatchet and ambled off 
together towards a nearby coffee bar. Now the 
best of friends? ... It’s all happening to poor 
old Tommy Chase, though. Which editor 
received a heartfelt phone call ( actually, I was 
out, but get on with if) from Tom complaining 
that said Ed had sent him back to square one 

certain magazine?... The hack in question 
was informed that he should maybe stick to 
interviewing Annie Whitehead . . . We note 


with interest that Linda Ronstadt’s jazz 
status is now finally confirmed - she appears 
on the cover of the July Downbeat (under the 
heading “The intimate Linda Ronstadt”). In 
our next issue: why Tracey Ullman is the new 
Sarah Vaughan... BBC2’s recent Blues 
Night marathon was probably worth sitting 
through for the sublime embarrassment of 
John Walters stumbling through a 
conversation with the very polite Mr B.B. 

King. And why did Walters find it necessary to 
have a go at the great Mose Allison - for 
being too "superficial”, or some such blooz 
deficiency? We are dismayed ... This is 
definitely the last one about Tommy Chase: 
somebody is making a film about him ... In 
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JAUWORD 


1 Ex-Charleston Chaser, nearly discovered 
by Stanley? (3,10) 

8 Drummer with acting and playing role in 
the film Zachariah (5,5) 

9 Just the ale for pianist Barbara 

10 Baby batterer? 

11 “State Street Special" Jimmy 

14 Recently deceased Herman Brother (4,4) 


25 Just the arrangement for the top 20? 

26 Jake sounds a bit hard-hearted 

27 Animal that paraded for Bobby Sherwood 
29 Fetch the Bill for this arranger 


probably the best (3,4) 

4 Valuable horn owned by Hunter, Joe 

5 Coloured like Basie's guitarist 

6 Tony, once drummer with the Black Watch 
military band 

7 clarineWst C,tyPr0V ' deS Ellingt0n 

12 It gave Johnny Hodges a U.S. Top 30 hit in 
1951 (6,4) 

13 Short saint makes saxman out of confused 

15 Pianist once known as Fritz Jones (5,5) 

17 and 18 Organist whose albums include 
“Woga" (7,6) 

21 Eton turns blue for jazz label 
23 Baritone among the condiments? 

28 Busker Coxhill 



ANSWERS NEXT MONTH. 


Last Month’s Answers. 

ACROSS: 1 Dizzy Gillespie; 7 Art (Blakey); 9 
Tal (Farlow); 10 and 11 Eric Dolphy; 14 Mono; 
15 OJS; 16 Lou Donaldson; 18 Red (Mitchell); 

20 “Ebony (Concerto)”; 22 Phil (Woods); 23 
(Urbie) Green; 23 Diana Ross; 25 and 31 "Our 
Delight”; 32 Dustin (Hoffman); 33 (Dave) 

DOWN: 1 Duke Ellington; 2 (Joe) Zawinul; 3 
(Dexter) Gordon; 4 "Lutcher's) Leap”; 5 Pat 
(Metheny); 6 (Don) Ellis; 8 (Lydian Concept 
Of) Tonal (Organisation)’, 15 "One O'clock 
(Jump)"; 17 (Roy) Ayers; 19 "(Miles) Ahead”; 

21 and 28 across George Duke; 26 (Jimmy) 
Smith; 27 (Bobby) Shew; 29 (Bill) Urso; 30 
(Alphons) Epic (ou). 



Compiled by Fred Dellar. 
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Command Performance by Bang&Olufsen. 

Accurate sound reproduction from radio, cassettes and 
records. Yours to command at the touch of a remote-control 
button. Music in just one room or all over the house. 

Enjoyable, controllable, from wherever you care to listen. 

Its advanced electronic engineering tamed to serve man and 
his music. Technology with the human touch. 

m 

i 

Bang (ScOlufsen U.K. Limited, Eastbrook Road, Gloucester GL4 7DE. 





